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That mighty of princes, if so might they do it.
For this did they know not when they the strife

dreed,

Those hardy-minded men of the battle,
And on every half there thought to be hewing,   soo
And search out his soul, that the ceaseless scather
Not any on earth of the choice of all irons,
Not one of the war-bills, would greet home for

ever.

For he had forsworn him from victory-weapons,
And each one of edges.   But his sundering of soul
In the days that we tell of, the day of this life,
Should be weary and woeful, the ghost wending

elsewhere

To the wielding of fiends to wend him afar.
Then found he out this, he who mickle erst made
Out of mirth of his mood unto children of men sio
And had fram'd many crimes, he the foeman of

God,
That the body of him would not bide to avail

him,

But the hardy of mood, even Hygelac's kinsman,
Had him fast by the hand: now was each to the

other

All loathly while living : his body-sore bided
The monster: was manifest now on his shoulder
The unceasing wound, sprang the sinews asunder,